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J. POWER takes the liberty of announcing to the Public a Work which has long 
been a desideratum in this Country. Though the beauties of the National Music of 
Ireland have been very generally felt and acknowledged, yet it has happened, through 
the want of appropriate English Words, and of the Arrangement necessary to adapt 
them to the voice, that many of the most excellent compositions have hitherto re¬ 
mained in obscurity. It is intended, therefore, to form a Collection of the best Ori¬ 
ginal Irish Melodies, with characteristic Symphonies and Accompaniments; and with 
Words containing, as frequently as possible, allusions to the Manners and History of 
the Country. Sir John Stevenson has very kindly consented to undertake the Ar¬ 
rangement of the Airs; and the lovers of simple National Music may rest secure, 
that, in such tasteful hands, the native charms of the original Melody will not be 
sacrificed to the ostentation of Science. 

In the poetical part. Power has had promises of assistance from several distin¬ 
guished Literary Characters, particularly from Mr. Moore, whose lyrical talent is so 
peculiarly suited to such a task, and whose zeal in the undertaking will be best un¬ 
derstood from the following extract of a letter which he has addressed to Sir John 
Stevenson on the subject:— 

X feel veiy anxious that a Work of this kind should be undertaken. We have too long neglected the only 
talent for which our English neighbours ever deigned to allow us any credit. Our National Music has never 
been properly collected ; a and, while the composers of the Continent have enriched their Operas and Sonatas with 
Melodies borrowed from Ireland, very often without even the honesty of acknowledgment, we have left these 
treasuies in a great degree unclaimed and fugitive. Thus, our Airs, like too many of our countrymen, for want 
of protection at home, have passed into the service of foreigners. But we are come, I hope, to a better period 
both of Politics ana Music; and how much they are connected, in Ireland at least, appears too plainly in the 
tone of sorrow and depression which characterizes most of our early songs.—The task which you propose to me, 
of adapting Words to these Airs, is by no means easy. The poet who would follow the various sentiments which 
they express, must feel and understand that rapid fluctuation of spirits, that unaccountable mixture of gloom and 
levity, which compose the character of my countrymen, and has deeply tinged their music. Even in their liveliest 
strains we find some melancholy note intrude, some minor Third or flat Seventh, which throws its shade as it 
passes, and makes even mirth interesting. If Burns had been an Irishman, (and I would willingly give up all 

our claims upon Ossian for him,) his heart would have been proud of such music, and his genius would have 
made it immortal. 

Another difficulty (which is, however, purely mechanical) arises from the irregular structure of many of 
those Airs, and the lawless kind of metre which it will in consequence be necessary to adapt to them. In these 
instances the poet must write, not to the eye, but to the ear; and must be content to have his verses of that de¬ 
scription which Cicero mentions,— 1f Quos si cantu spoliaveris nuda remanebit or alio! That beautiful Air, 

‘ The Twisting of the Rope/ which has all the romantic character of the Swiss Ranz des Vaches, is one of those 
wild and sentimental Rakes which it will not be very easy to tie down in sober wedlock with Poetry. However, 
notwithstanding all these difficulties, and the very little talent which I can bring to surmount them, the design ap¬ 
pears to me so truly national, that I shall feel much pleasure in giving it all the assistance in my power.” 

Leicestershire, Feb. 1807. 

The Work will be continued in Numbers, containing each Twelve Melodies; 
several of them arranged for One, Two, or Three Voices. 

*** Power will be much obliged by the Communication of any Original Melodies 
which the lovers of Irish Music may have the kindness to contribute to this Work. 


Collection of Irish' A®?,, 11 ® tMs assertion ’ that A* public are indebted to Mr. Bunting for a very valuable 
Collection of lush Music; and that the patriotic genius of Miss Owbnson has been employed upon some of our finest Aim 
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GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. . 


11 



Air.— Maid of the Valley. 

I II. 

When, at eve, thou rovest 
By the star thou lovest, 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Think, when home returning, 
Bright we’ve seen it burning,— 
Oh ! thus remember me. 

Oft as summer closes. 

When thine eye reposes 
On its lingering roses, 

Once so lov’d by thee. 

Think of her who wove them, 
Her who made thee love them; 
Oh ! then remember me. 

III. 

When around thee, dying 
Autumn-leaves are lying, 

Oh ! then remember me: 

And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing, 

O ! still remember me. 

Then should Music, stealing 
All the soul of Feeling, 

To thy heart appealing, 

Draw one tear from thee ; 

Then let Mem’ry bring thee 
Strains I us’d to sing thee; 

Oh ! then remember me. 


Go where glory waits thee; 
But while Fame elates thee, 
Oh ! still remember me. 
When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest, 

Oh! then remember me. 
Other arms may press thee, 
Dearer friends caress thee, 

All the joys that bless thee 
Sweeter far may be; 

But when friends are nearest, 
And when joys are dearest. 
Oh ! then remember me. 
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WAR SONG. 


\ * 


THE GLORIES OF BRIEN THE BRAVE. 


Air .—Molly Macalpin. 


I. 


REMEMBER the glories of Brien the Brave a , 


Tho’ the days of the hero are o'er ; 

Tho’, lost to Mononia b , and cold in the grave, 
He returns to Kinkora 0 no more! 

That star of the field, which so often has pour’d 
Its beam on the battle, is set; 

But enough of its glory remains on each sword 
To light us to victory yet. 


II. 


Mononia! when Nature embellish'd the tint 

i 

Of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair, 

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print 
The footstep of slavery there ? 

No, Freedom, whose smile we shall never resign. 
Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 

That ’tis sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine 
Than to sleep but a moment in chains! 


III. 


Forget not our wounded companions 11 , who stood 
In the day of distress by our side; 

While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood 
They stirr'd not, but conquer’d and died! 

The sun, that now blesses our arms with his light, 

Saw them fall upon Ossory’s plain :— 

Oh! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-nioht 
To find that they fell there in vain ! 


e, the great Monarch of Ireland, who was killed at the battle of Clontarf, ii 
11th Cental y, aftei having defeated the Danes in twenty-five engagements. 


b Munster. 


The Palace of Brien. 
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ERIN! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE EYES. 

/ \ 


Air. —Aileen Aroon. 


I. 

ERIN ! the tear and the smile in thine eyes 
Blend like the rainbow that hangs in thy skies; 
Shining thro" sorrow's stream, 

Sadd'ning thro' pleasure's beam, 

Thy suns, with doubtful gleam, 

Weep while they rise ! 

* 

\ 

ii. 

X 

Erin! thy silent tear never shall cease, 

« 

Erin! thy languid smile ne'er shall increase, 
Till, like the rainbow's light, 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form, in Heaven's sight, 


One arch of peace! 






















































OH! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME 


Air. — The Brown Maid . 

\\ 

I. 

Oh ! breathe not his name—let it sleep in the shade, 

Where cold and unhonour'd his relics are laid! 

) 

Sad, silent, and dark, be the tears that we shed, 

As the night-dew that falls on the grass o'er his head! 

\ 

n. 

But the night-dew that falls, tho’ in silence it weeps, 
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps 
And the tear that we shed, tho' in secret it rolls, 

Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 
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fault and his sorrow be_hind. Oh! say, wilt thou weep when they 
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WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE.* 25 


Air. —The Fox's Sleep . 

I. 

WHEN he who adores thee has left but the name 
Of his fault and his sorrows behind, 

Oh! say, wilt thou weep when they darken the fame 
Of a life that for thee was resign'd ? 

Yes, weep! and, however my foes may condemn, 

Thy tears shall efface their decree; 

For Heaven can witness, tho' guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee! 

ii. 

i 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love, 

Every thought of my reason was thine :— 

In my last humble pray’r to the Spirit above. 

Thy name shall be mingled with mine! 

Oh! bless’d are the lovers and friends who shall live 
The days of thy glory to see; 

But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give, 

Is the pride of thus dying for thee! 

a These words allude to a story in an old Irish manuscript, which is too long and too melan- 
choly to be inserted here. 
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THE HARP THAT ONCE, THRO’ TARA’S HALLS. 


Air.— Gramachree. 

I. 

THE harp that once, thro' Tara's halls, 
The soul of Music shed, 

i 

\ ' 

Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls 

As if that soul were fled :— 

So sleeps the pride of former days, 

So glory's thrill is o'er; 

And hearts, that once beat high for praise, 
Now feel that pulse no more ! 

II. 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright 
The harp of Tara swells ; 

The chord, alone, that breaks at night, 

Its tale of ruin tells :— 

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes, 

The only throb she gives 
Is when some heart indignant breaks, 

To show that still she lives ! 
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FLY NOT YET. 


37 


Air .—Planxty Kelly. 

\ • 


I. 

FLY not yet, 'tis just the hour 
When pleasure, like the midnight flower, 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light, 
Begins to bloom for sons of night. 

And maids who love the moon ! 
'Twas but to bless these hours of shade 
That beauty and the moon were made ; 
'Tis then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and goblets flowing ! 

Oh! stay,—oh! stay,— 

Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like this to-night, that, oh ! ’tis pain 
To break its links so soon. 


II. 

Fly not yet; the fount that play’d, 

In times of old, thro’ Ammon's shade/ 
Tho' icy cold by day it ran, 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 
To burn when night was near ; 

And thus should woman's heart and looks 
At noon be cold as winter-brooks, 

Nor kindle till the night, returning, 

Brings their genial hour for burning, 

Oh ! stay,—oh ! stay,— 

When did morning ever break, 

And find such beaming eyes awake 
As those that sparkle here! 


a Solis Fons, near the Temple of Ammon. 













































38 OH! THINK NOT MY SPIRITS ARE ALWAYS AS LIGHT. 


Air.— John O’Reilly the Active. 

I. 

OH ! think not my spirits are always as light, 

And as free from a pang, as they seem to you now ; 

Nor expect that the heart-beaming smile of to-night 
Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow :— 

No, life is a waste of wearisome hours, 

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns ; 

And the heart that is soonest awake to the flowers 
Is always the first to be touch'd by the thorns! 

But send round the bowl, and be happy awhile; 

May we never meet worse in our pilgrimage here 
Than the tear that enjoyment can gild with a smile, 

And the smile that compassion can turn to a tear! 

ii. 

The thread of our life would be dark, Heaven knows ! 

If it were not with friendship and love intertwin'd ; 

And I care not how soon I may sink to repose, 

When these blessings shall cease to be dear to my mind ! 
But they who have lov'd the fondest, the purest, 

Too often have wept o’er the dream they believ’d ; 

And the heart, that has slumber’d in friendship securest, 

Is happy indeed if ’twas never deceiv’d. 

But send round the bowl; while a relic of truth 
Is in man or in woman, this prayer shall be mine— 

That the sunshine of Love may illumine our youth, 

And the moonlight of Friendship console our decline ! 
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THO’THE LAST GLIMPSE OF ERIN WITH SORROW I SEE. 47 


Am.— Coulin. 

I. 

THO' the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow I see, 
Yet wherever thou art shall seem Erin to me ; 

In exile thy bosom shall still be my home, 

And thine eyes make my climate wherever we roam. 


II. 

To the gloom of some desert, or cold rocky shore, 
Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 
I will fly with my Coulin, and think the rough wind 
Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind :— 


III. 

And 111 gaze on thy gold hair, as graceful it wreathes, 
And hang o'er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes ; 

Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair. a 


a u In the twenty-eighth year of the reign of Henry VIII. an Act was made respecting the ha¬ 
bits, and dress in general, of the Irish, whereby all persons were restrained from being shorn or 
shaven above the ears, or from wearing Glibbes, or Coulins , (long locks,) on their heads, or hair 
on the upper lip, called Crommeal. On this occasion a Song was written by one of our bards, in 
which an Irish virgin is made to give the preference to her dear Coulin (or the youth with the 
flowing locks,) to all strangers, (by which the English were meant,) or those who wore their ha¬ 
bits. Of this Song the Air alone has reached us, and is universally admired.”— Walker’s His¬ 
torical Memoirs of Irish Bards, page 134. — Mr.WALKER informs us, also, that, about the 
same period, there were some harsh measures taken against the Irish Minstrels. 















































48 


RICH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE WORE. 


Air.— The Summer is Coming . 

i» 

V * 

I. 

RICH and rare were the gems she wore,” 

And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore; 

But, oh! her beauty was far beyond 
Her sparkling gems and snow-white wand. 

II. 

“ Lady ! dost thou not fear to stray, 

“ So lone and lovely, thro’ this bleak way ? 

“ Are Erin’s sons so good or so cold, 

“ As not to be tempted by woman or gold ?” 

’ ) \ 

III. 

“ Sir Knight, I feel not the least alarm; 

“ No son of Erin will offer me harm : 

“ For, tho' they love woman and golden store, 

“ Sir Knight! they love honour and virtue more !” 

IV. 

On she went, and her maiden smile 
In safety lighted her round the Green Isle ; 

And bless'd for ever is she who relied 
Upon Erin's honour and Erin's pride ! 


a This Ballad is founded upon the following anecdote:—“ The people were inspired with such 
a spirit of honour, virtue, and religion, by the great example of Brien, and by his excellent ad¬ 
ministration, that, as a proof of it, we are informed, that a young lady of great beauty, adorned 
with jewels and a costly dress, undertook a journey alone, from one end of the kingdom to the 
other, with a wand only in her hand, at the top of which was a ring of exceeding great value; 
and such an impression had the laws and government of this monarch made on the minds of all 

4 

the people, that no attempt was made upon her honour, nor was she robbed of her clothes or 
jewels-”— Warner’s History of Ireland, Yol. I. Book 10. 
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AS A BEAM O’ER THE FACE OF THE WATERS MAY GLOW. 


Air. — The Young Man's Dream. 

I. 

As a beam o'er the face of the waters may glow, 
While the tide runs in darkness and coldness below, 

So the cheek may be ting’d with a warm sunny smile, 
Tho’ the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while. 

II. 

One fatal remembrance, one sorrow, that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o’er our joys and our woes, 

/ 

To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring, 
For which Joy has no balm, and Affliction no sting 


III. 


Oh! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will stay. 
Like a dead leafless branch in the summer’s bright ray ; 
The beams of the warm Sun play round it in vain— 


It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again ! 
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THE MEETING OF THE WATERS. 


THERE IS NOT IN THIS WIDE WORLD, 


Air —The Old Head of Denis. 


I. 

I 

THERE is not in this wide world a valley so sweet 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet 1 ' — 

Oh ! the last rays of feeling and life must depart 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart. 

II. 

Yet it was not that Nature had shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 

Twas not the soft magic of streamlet or hill; 

Oh ! no—it was something more exquisite still:— 

III. 

'Twas that friends, the belov’d of my bosom, were near, 

4 

Who made ev’ry dear scene of enchantment more dear; 
And who felt how the best charms of Nature improve 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

IV. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 

Where the storms which we feel in this cold world should cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace! 


a “The Meeting of the Waters” forms a part of that beautiful scenery which lies between 
Rathdrum and Arklow, in the county of Wicklow; and these lines were suggested by a visit to 
this romantic spot, in the Summer of the year 1807. 

b The rivers Avon and Avoca. 
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OH. HASTE, AND LEAVE THIS SACRED ISLE 


Air— The Broimi Thorn. 


St. Senanus*. 44 OH! haste, and leave this sacred isle, 

46 Unholy bark! ere morning smile; 

64 For on thy deck, tho' dark it be, 

44 A female form I see; 

44 And I have sworn this sainted sod 
44 Shall ne'er by woman's feet be trod!" 

The Lady. 44 Oh! Father, send not hence my bark, 

44 Thro' wint'ry winds, and billows dark; 
44 I come, with humble heart, to share 
44 Thy morn and ev'ning pray'r; 

44 Nor mine the feet, oh ! holy Saint, 

44 The brightness of thy sod to taint." 

The Lady's pray'r Senanus spurn'd; 

The winds blew fresh, the bark return’d : 
But legends hint, that had the maid 
Till morning's light delay'd, 

And given the Saint one rosy smile, 

She ne'er had left his lonelv isle. 


* In a Metrical Life of St. Senanus, which is taken from an old Kilkenny MS. and may be found 
among the Acta Sanctorum Hibernice, we are told of his flight to the Island of Scattery, and his resolution not 
to admit any Woman of the party ; he refused to receive even a Sister Saint, St. Cannera, whom an Angel 
bad taken to the Island, for the express purpose of introducing her to him. The following was the ungracious 
Answer of Senanus, according to his Poetical Biographer:— 

Cui Frcesul , quid fceminis 
Commune est cum monachis , 

Nec te nec ullam aliam 
Admittemus in insulam. 

See the Acta Sanct. Hib. Page 6l0. 

According to Dr. Ledwich, St. Senanu9 was no less a Personage than the River Shannon ; but O’Connor, 
and other Antiquarians, deny this Metamorphosis indignantly. 




















































HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 
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Air —The Twisting of the Rope*. 


HOW dear to me the hour when day-light dies, 
And sun-beams melt along the silent sea; 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise. 

And MemVy breathes her vesper sigh to thee! 


% 


II. 

And, as I watch the line of light that plays 
Along the smooth wave toward the burning west, 

I long to tread that golden path of rays, 

And think "twouhl lead to some bright isle of rest! 


* I had not sufficiently considered the structure of this delightful Air, when I asserted (in the Letter 

prefixed to this Work) that it was too wild for words of a regular met**. 
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TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

[ Written on returning a blank Book.'] 


Air — Dermott. 

I 

TAKE back the virgin page. 

White and unwritten still; 

Some hand, more calm and sage, 
The leaf must fill. 

Thoughts come as pure as light, 
Pure as even you require; 

But oh! each word I write 
Love turns to fire. 

II. 

Yet let me keep the book; 

Oft shall my heart renew, 

When on its leaves I look, 

Dear thoughts of you ! 

Like you 'tis fair and bright; 

Like you, too bright and fair 
To let wild Passion write 
One wrong wish there! 

III. 

Haply, when from those eyes 
Far, far away, I roam, 

Should calmer thoughts arise 
Towards you and home, 

Fancy may trace some line 
Worthy those eyes to meet; 
Thoughts that not burn, but shine, 
Pure, calm, and sweet! 

IV. 

And, as the records are, 

Which wandering seamen keep. 
Led by their hidden star, 

Thro’ winter's deep ; 

So may the words I write 

Tell thro' what storms I stray, 
You still the unseen light, 

Guiding my way! 
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THE LEGACY 


Air —Unknown 


I 


WHEN in death I shall calm recline, 

O bear my heart to my mistress dear; 

Tell her it liv'd upon smiles, and wine 

Of the brightest hue, while it linger’d here. 
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow 
To sully a heart so brilliant and light; 

But balmy drops of the red grape borrow, 
To bathe the relic from morn to night. 


II 


When the light of my song is o'er, 

Then take my harp to your ancient hall; 

Hang it up at that friendly door 

Where weary travellers love to call*: 

Then if some Bard, who roams forsaken, 
Revive its soft note in passing along, 

Oh ! let one thought of its master waken 
Your warmest smile for the child of Song. 

III. 

Keep this cup, which is now overflowing. 

To grace your revel when I'm at rest; 

Never, oh! never, its balm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom blest! 

But when some warm devoted lover 
Td her he adores shall bathe its brim, 

Oh! then my spirit around shall hover, 

And hallow each drop that foams for him. 







In eveiy house was one or two Harps, free to all travellers, who were the more caressed* the more they 
excelled m Music.”— O’Halloran. 
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HOW OFT HAS THE BENSHEE CRIED 


Air —The dear Black Maid. 


I. 


HOW oft has the Benshee cried ! 
How oft has Death untied 
Bright links that Glory wove, 

Sweet bonds entwined by Love ! 
Peace to each manly soul that sleepeth ! 
Rest to each faithful eye that weepeth! 
Long may the fair and brave 
Sigh o'er the hero’s grave ! 



II. 


We're fall'll upon gloomy days*; 
Star after star decays : 

Ev'ry bright name, that shed 
Light o'er the land, is tied. 

Dark falls the tear of him who mourneth 
Lost joy or hope, that ne'er returneth; 
But brightly flows the tear 
Wept o'er the hero's bier! 


III. 


Oh! quench'd are our beacon-lights, 
Thou*f, of the hundred fights! 

Thou, on whose burning tongue 
Truth, peace, and freedom, hung j! 


Both mute—but, long as Valour shineth. 


Or Mercy's soul at war repineth, 
So long shall Erin's pride 


Tell how they liv'd and died ! 


* I have endeavoured here, without losing that Irish character which it is my object to preserve throughout 
this Work, to allude to that sad and ominous fatality, by which England has been deprived of so many great and 
gnod men, at a moment when she most requires all the aids of talent and integrity. 


t This designation, which has been applied to LORD NELSON before, is the title given to a celebrated 
Irish Hero, in a Poem by O’Gnive, the Bard of O’Nial, which is quoted in the “ Philosophical Survey of the 
South of Ireland,” Page 433 :—“ Con, of the hundred fights, sleep in thy grass-grown tomb, and upbraid not 
our defeats with thy victories ! ” 


+ FOX, “ ultimus Romanorum.” 
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WE MAY ROAM THRO' THIS WORLD. 


Air— Gaftyone. 

I. 

W E may roam thro* this world like a child at a feast, 

1 Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest, 

And, when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east, 

We may order our wings, and be off to the west; 

Bui if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest gifts that Heaven supplies, 

We never need leave our own Green Isle 
For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

Thro' this world whether eastward or westward you roam, 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

II. 

In England the garden of Beauty is kept 
. By a dragon of prudery, plac’d within call; 

But so oft this unamiable dragon has slept, 

That the garden's but carelessly watch'd, after all. 

Oh! they want the wild sweet-briery fence, 

Which round the flowers of Erin dwells, 

Which warns the touch while winning the sense, 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 

Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

Thro' this world whether eastward or westward you roam. 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

III. 

In France, when the heart of a woman sets sail, 

On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try, 

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail, 

But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye! 
While the daughters of Erin keep the boy 
Ever-smiling beside his faithful oar, 

Thro' billows of woe and beams of joy, 

The same as he look'd when he left the shore 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

Thro' this world whether eastward or westward you roam. 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 
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moon hidher light From the Heavens that night,And wept behind her clouds oer the maiden’s shame.The 




clouds past soonFrom the chaste cold moon-And Heavn smil’d a_gain with her ves_tal flame; But 
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none will see the dayWhen the clouds shallpass a-way^Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen s fame. 
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THE SONG OF FIONNUALA*. 



Are— Arrah, my dear Eveleen. 


» » 

I. 


SILENT, oh Moyle! be the roar of thy water, 
Break not, ye breezes! your chain of repose, 
While, murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter 
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 

When shall the Swan, her death-note singing, 

Sleep with wings in darkness furPd ? 

When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit from this stormy world ? 




Sadly, oh Moyle ! to thy winter-wave weeping, 

Fate bids me languish long ages away ; 

Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 

Still doth the pure light its dawning delay ! 

When will that day-star, mildly springing, 

Warm our isle with peace and love ? 

0 

When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields above ? 


* To make this story intelligible in e. Song would require a much greater number of verses than any one 
is authorized to inflict upon an audience at once ; the reader must therefore be content to learn, in a note, that 
Fionnuala, the daughter of Lir, was, by some supernatural power, transformed into a Swan, and condemned to 
wander, for many hundred years, over certain lakes and rivers of Ireland, till the coming of Christianity, when 

the first sound of the Mass-bell was to be the signal of her release.-1 found this fanciful fiction among some 

manuscript translations from the Irish, which were begun under the direction of that enlightened friend of Ireland, 
the late Countess of Moira. 
























































































































COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE. 




Air —We brought the Summer with us. 


I. 

COME, send round the wine, and leave points of belief 

To simpleton sages and reasoning fools ; 

♦ 

This moment's a flower too fair and brief 

To be wither'd and stain'd by the dust of the schools. 
Your glass may be purple, and mine may be blue; 

But, while they are fill'd from the same bright bowl, 
The fool who would quarrel for difference of hue 
Deserves not the comfort they shed o'er the soul. 

II. 

•Shall I ask the brave soldier, who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree ? 

Shall I give up the friend I have valu'd and try'd, 

If he kneel not before the same altar with me ? 

From the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 

» * 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 

No! peiish the hearts and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this ! 
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SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING, 


Air— The Black Joke . 

I 

SUBLIME was the warning which Liberty spoke. 

And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke 
Into life ana revenge from the Conqueror's chain ! 

Oh, Liberty ! let not this spirit have rest 

Till it move, like a breeze, o'er the waves of the west— 

Give the light of your look to each sorrowing spot, 

Nor, oh ! be the Shamrock of Erin forgot, 

While you add to your garland the Olive of Spain ! 

IL 

If the fame of our fathers, bequeath'd with their rights, 

Give to country its charm and to home its delights; 

If deceit be a wound, and suspicion a stain. 

Then, ye men of Iberia ! our cause is the same— 

And, oh ! may his tomb want a tear and a name, 

WIio would ask for a nobler, a holier death, 

Than to turn his last sigh into Victory's breath 

For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain! 

III. 

Ye Blakes and O'Donnels, whose fathers resign'd 
The green hills of their youth, among strangers to find 

That repose which, at home, they had sigh'd for in vain, 
Breathe a hope that the magical flame, which you light, 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright; 

And forgive even Albion, while, blushing, she draws, 

Like a truant, her sword, in the long-slighted cause 
Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain! 

IV. 

God prosper the cause!—Oh! it cannot but thrive. 

While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive, 

Its devotion to feel and its rights to maintain ; 

Then how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die ! 

The finger of glory shall point where they lie; 

While far from the footstep of coward or slave, 

The young Spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave 
Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain! 
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BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING YOUNG CHARMS. 


Air —My Lodging is on the cold Ground. 


I. 

BELIEVE me, if all those endearing young charms, 
Which I gaze on so fondly to-day, 

Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms, 
Like fairy-gifts fading away,— 

Thou wouldst still be ador'd as this moment thou art, 

* 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will; 

j 

And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart 
Would entwine itself verdantly still! 

_ 3 %, 

II. 
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It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 

And thy cheeks unprofan'd by a tear. 

That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known, 

To which time will but make thee more dear! 

Oh ! the heart, that has truly lov'd, never forgets. 

But as truly loves on to the close; 

As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets, 

The same look which she turn'd when he rose * 
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TO 

THE MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF D 


k 


WHILE the Publisher of these Melodies very properly inscribes them to the Nobility and 
Gentry of Ireland in general, I have much pleasure in selecting one from that number, to whom 
my share of the Work is particularly dedicated. Though your Ladyship has been so long 
absent from Ireland, I know that you remember it well and warmly—that you have not al¬ 
lowed the charm of English society, like the taste of the lotus, to produce oblivion of your 
country, but that even the humble tribute which I offer here, derives its chief claim upon 
your interest from the appeal which it makes to your patriotism. Indeed absence, however 
fatal to some affections of the heart, rather strengthens our love for the land where we were 
born; and Ireland is the country, of all others, which an exile must remember with enthu¬ 
siasm. Those few darker and less amiable traits, with which bigotry and misrule have stained 
her character, and which are too apt to disgust us upon a nearer intercourse, become softened 
at a distance, or altogether invisible, and nothing is remembered but her virtues and her mis¬ 
fortunes—the zeal with which she has always loved liberty, and the barbarous policy which 
has always withheld it from her—the^ease with which her generous spirit might be conciliated, 
and the cruel ingenuity which has been exerted to “ wring her into undutifulness*.” 

It has often been remarked, and oftener felt, that our music is the truest of all comments 
upon our history. The tone of defiance, succeeded by the languor of despondency—a burst of 
turbulence dying away into softness—the sorrows of one moment lost in the levity of the next 
-—and all that romantic mixture of mirth and sadness, which is naturally produced by the 
efforts of a lively temperament, to shake off, or forget, the wrongs which lie upon itsuch 
are the features of our history and character, which we find strongly and faithfully reflected 
in our music; and there are many airs, which, I think, it is difficult to listen to, without 
recalling some period or event to which their expression seems peculiarly applicable. 
Sometimes, when the strain is open and spirited, yet shaded here and there by a mournful 
recollection, we can fancy that we behold the brave allies of Montrosef, marching to the 
aid of the royal cause, notwithstanding all the perfidy of Charles and his ministers, and 
remembering just enough of past sufferings to enhance the generosity of their present 
sacrifice. The plaintive melodies of Carolan take us back to the times in which he lived, 
when our poor countrymen were driven to worship their God in caves, or to quit for ever 
the land of their birth (like the bird that abandons the nest, which human touch has vio¬ 
lated) ; and in many a song do we hear the last farewell of the exile J, mingling regret for 
the ties which he leaves at home, with sanguine expectations of the honours that await 
him abroad—such honours as were won on the field of Fontenoy, where the valour of Irish 
Catholics turned the fortune of the day in favour of the French, and extorted from George 
the Second that memorable exclamation, “ Cursed be the laws which deprive me of such 
subjects!” 

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our music, it is certain that our finest 
and most popular airs are modern ; and perhaps we may look no further than the last dis- 


* A phrase which occurs in a letter from the Earl of Desmond to the Earl of Ormond, in Elizabeth’s time .—Serinia 
Sacra , as quoted by Curry. 

f There are some gratifying accounts of the gallantry of these Irish auxiliaries in “ The Complete History of the 
Wars in Scotland under Montrose,” 1660.) See particularly, for the conduct of an Irishman at the battle of Aberdeen, 
chap. 6. p. 49 ; and, for a tribute to the bravery of Colonel O’Kyan, chap. 7, p. 55. Clarendon owns that the Marquis 
of Montrose was indebted for much of his miraculous success to this small hand of Irish heroes under Macdonnel. 

X The associations of the Hindu Music, though more obvious and defined, were far less touching and characteristic. 
They divided their songs according to the seasons of the year, by which (says Sir William Jones) “ they were able to 
recall the memory of autumnal merriment at the close of the harvest, or of separation and melancholy during the cold 
months,” &c .—Asiatic Transactions, vol. 3, on the Musical Modes of the Hindus.—What the Abbe du Bos says of 
the symphonies of Lully may be asserted with much more probability of our bold and impassioned airs :—“ Elies 
auroient produit de ces effets, qui nous paroissent fabuleux dans le recit des anciens, si on les avoit fait entendre a 
des hommes, d’un naturel aussi vif que les Atheniens.”— Reflex . sur la Peinture, See. tom. 1. sect. 45. 
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graceful century for the origin of most of those wild and melancholy strains, which were 
at once the offspring and solace of grief, and which were applied to the mind, as music 
was formerly to the body, " decantare loca dolentia.” Mr. Pinkerton is of opinion* * * § that 
none of the Scotch popular airs are as old as the middle of the sixteenth century; and 
though musical antiquaries refer us, for some of our melodies, to so early a period as the 
fifth century, I am persuaded that there are few, of a civilised description, (and by this I 
mean to exclude all the savage Ceanans, cries f, &c.) which can claim quite so ancient a 
date as Mr. Pinkerton allows the Scotch. But music is not the only subject upon which 
our taste for antiquity is rather unreasonably indulged ; and, however heietical it may be 
to dissent from these romantic speculations, I cannot help thinking that it is possible to love 
our Country very zealously, and to feel deeply interested in her honour and happiness, with¬ 
out believing that Irish was the language spoken in Paradise J ; that our ancestors were 
kind enough to take the trouble of polishing the Greeks § ; or that Abaris, the Hyperborean, 
was a native of the North of Ireland ||. 

By some of these archaeologists it has been imagined that the Irish were early acquainted 
with counter-point ^[; and they endeavour to support this conjecture by a well-known 
passage in Giraldus, where he dilates, with such elaborate praise, upon the beauties of our 
national minstrelsy. But the terms of this eulogy are too vague, too deficient in technical 
accuracy, to prove that even Giraldus himself knew any thing of the artifice of counter¬ 
point. There are many expressions in the Greek and Latin writers which might be cited, 
with much more plausibility, to prove that they understood the ai 1 angement of music in 
parts** ; yet I believe it is conceded in general by the learned, that, however grand and 
pathetic the melody of the ancients may have been, it was reserved for the ingenuity of 
modern science to transmit the “ light of Song” through the variegating prism of Harmony. 

Indeed the irregular scale of the early Irish (in which, as in the music of Scotland, the 
interval of the fourth was wanting ff) must have furnished but wild and refractory subjects 
to the harmonist. It was only when the invention of Guido began to be known, and the 
powers of the harp JJ were enlarged by additional strings, that our melodies took the sweet 
character which interests us at present; and, while the Scotch persevered in the old muti- 


* Dissertation, prefixed to the 2d volume of his Scottish Ballads. 

f Of which some genuine specimens may be found at the end of Mr. Walker’s work upon the Irish Bards. 
Mr. Bunting has disfigured his last splendid volume by too many of these barbarous rhapsodies. 

+ See Advertisement to the Transactions of the Gaelic Society of Dublin. 

§ O’Halloran, vol. 1, part l, chap. 6. 

|| Id. ib, chap. 7. 

5[ It is also supposed, but with as little proof, that they understood the diesis, or enharmonic interval. The Greeks 
seem to have formed their ears to this delicate gradation of sound; and whatever difficulties or objections may lie in the 
way of its practical use, we must agree with Mersenne (Preludes de l’Harmonie, quest. 7,) that the theory of music 
would be imperfect without it; and, even in practice (as Tosi, among others, very justly remarks. Observations on 
Florid Song, chap. 1. sect. 16), there is no good performer on the violin who does not make a sensible difference between 
D sharp and E flat, though, from the imperfection of the instrument, they are the same notes upon the piano-forte. 
The effect of modulation by enharmonic transitions is also very striking and beautiful. 

** The words 7roiKi\ia and erepotyavui in a passage of Plato, and some expressions of Cicero in Fragment, lib. 2, 
de Republ. induced the Abbe Fraguier to maintain that the ancients had a knowledge of counter-point. M. Burette, 
however, has answered him, I think satisfactorily. (Examen d’un Passage de Platon, in the 3d yol. of Histoire de 
l’Acad.) M. Huet is of opinion (Pensees Diverses) that what Cicero says of the music of the spheres, in his Dream of 
Scipio, is sufficient to prove an acquaintance with harmony; hut one of the strongest passages which I recollect in 
favour of the supposition occurs in the Treatise attributed to Aristotle, IDpi Kooyxa—M saaa] Se o'fcig apa kcii (Zapeig, k. t. \. 

ff Another lawless peculiarity of our music is the frequency of what composers call consecutive fifths ; but this is an 
irregularity which can hardly be avoided by persons not very conversant with the rules of composition ; indeed, if I may 
venture to cite my own wild attempts in this way, it is a fault which I find myself continually committing; and which 
has sometimes appeared so pleasing to my ear, that I have surrendered it to the critic with considerable reluctance. 
May there not be a little pedantry in adhering too rigidly to this rule ?—I have been told that there are instances in 
Haydn of an undisguised succession of fifths; and Mr. Shield, in his Introduction to Harmony, seems to intimate that 
Handel has been sometimes guilty of the same irregularity. 

tt A singular oversight occurs in an Essay upon the Irish Harp, by Mr. Beauford, which is inserted in the Appendix 
to Walker’s Historical Memoirs.—“ The Irish (says he), according to Bromton,in the reign of Henry II. had two kinds 
of harps, f Hibernici tamen in duobus musici generis instruments, quamvis praecipitem .et velocem, suavem tamen et 
jucundam,’ the one greatly bold and quick, the other soft and pleasing.”—How a learned gentleman, like Mr. Beauford 
could so mistake the meaning and mutilate the grammatical construction of this extract is unaccountable. The follow¬ 
ing is the passage, as I find it entire in Bromton ; and it requires hut little Latin to perceive the injustice which has 
been done to the words of the old Chronicler—“ Et cum Scotia, hujus terrse filia, utatur lyra, tympano et choro, ac 
Wallia citliara, tubis et choro, Hibernici tamen in duobus musici generis instrumentis, quamvis pracipitem et velocem 
suavem tamen et jucundam, crispatis modulis et intricatis notulis, efficiunt harmonium.” Hist. Anglic Script, p. 1075.— 
I should not have thought this' error worth remarking, but that the compile]- of the Dissertation on the Harp, prefixed 
to Mr. Bunting’s last work, has adopted its implicitly. 





























































































































































































































































































































lation of the scale* * * * § , our music became gradually more amenable to the laws of harmony 
and counter-point. 

In profiting, however, by the improvements of the moderns, our style still kept its ori¬ 
ginality sacred from their refinements; and, though Carolan had frequent opportunities of 
hearing the works of Geminiani and other masters, we but rarely find him sacrificing his 
native simplicity to ambition of their ornaments, or affectation of their science. In that 
curious composition, indeed, called his Concerto, it is evident that he laboured to imitate 
Corelli; and this unipn of manners so very dissimilar produces the same kind of uneasy 
sensation, which is felt at a mixture of different styles of architecture. In general, how¬ 
ever, the artless flow of our music has preserved itself free from all tinge of foreign inno¬ 
vation j'f' and the chief corruptions of which we have to complain arise from the unskilful 
performance of our own itinerant musicians, from whom, too frequently, the airs are noted 
down, encumbered by their tasteless decorations, and responsible for all their ignorant 
anomalies. Though it be sometimes impossible to trace the original strain, yet in most of 
them, “ auri per ramos aura refulget,”J the pure gold of the melody shines through the 
ungraceful foliage which surrounds it; and the most delicate and difficult duty of a compi¬ 
ler is to endeavour, as much as possible, by retrenching these inelegant superfluities, and 
collating the various methods of playing or singing each air, to restore the regularity of 
its form, and the chaste simplicity of its character. 

I must again observe, that, in doubting the antiquity of our music, my scepticism 
extends but to those polished specimens of the art, which it is difficult to conceive anterior 
to the dawn of modern improvement; and that I would by no means invalidate the claims 
of Ireland to as early a rank in the annals of minstrelsy, as the most zealous antiquary 
may be inclined to allow her. In addition, indeed, to the power which music must always 
have possessed over the minds of a people so ardent and susceptible, the stimulus of perse¬ 
cution was not wanting to quicken our taste into enthusiasm; the charms of song were 
ennobled with the glories of martyrdom ; and the Acts against minstrels in the reigns of 
Henry VIII. and Elizabeth, were as successful, I doubt not, in making my countrymen 
musicians, as the penal laws have been in keeping them Catholics. 

With respect to the verses which I have written for these Melodies, as they are intended 
rather to be sung than read, I can answer for their sound with somewhat more confidence 
than their sense : yet it would be affectation to deny that I have given much attention to 
the task; and that it is not through want of zeal or industry, if I unfortunately disgrace 
the sweet airs of my country by Poetry altogether unworthy of their taste, their energy 
and their tenderness. 

# 

Though the humble nature of my contributions to this work may exempt them from 
the rigours of literary criticism, it was not to be expected that those touches of political 
feeling, those tones of national complaint, in which the poetry sometimes sympathizes 
with the music, would be suffered to pass without censure or alarm. It has been accord¬ 
ingly said that the tendency of this publication is mischievous, § and that I have chosen 
these airs but as a vehicle of dangerous politics—as fair and precious vessels (to borrow 
an image of St. Augustin ||) from which the wine of error might be administered. To 
those, who indentify nationality with treason, and who see, in every effort for Ireland, a 
system of hostility towards England—to those, too, who, nursed in the gloom of prejudice, 
are alarmed by the faintest gleam of liberality that threatens to disturb their darkness; 
like that Demophon of old, who, when the sun shone upon him, shivered !—to such men I 

7 1 mm ** 1 * i n ■ '■ ■■ 1 ■ < . . . ■■■ ■ ■ ■■'— ' ■ ■ -- - _ 

* The Scotch lay claim to some of our best airs, but there are strong traits of difference betwen their melodies and 
ours. They had formerly the same passion for robbing us of our Saints ; and the learned Dempster was, for this offence, 
called “ The Saint-stealer.” I suppose it was an Irishman, who, by way of reprisal, stole Dempster’s beautiful wife 
from him at Pisa.—See this anecdote in the Pinacotheca of Erythrmus, part 1. page 25. 

f Among other false refinements of the art, our music (with the exception perhaps of the air called “ Mamma, 
Mamma,” and‘one or two more of the same ludicrous description) has avoided that puerile mimicry of natural noises 
motions, &c. which disgraces so often the works of even the great Handel himself. D’Alembert ought to have had 
better taste than to become the patron of this imitative affectation— Discours Preliminaire de VEncyclopedic. The 
reader may find some good remarks on the subject in Avison upon Musical Expression, a work, which, though under 
the name of Avison, was written, it is said, by Dr. Brown. 

% Virgil, ACneid, lib. 6. v. 204. 

§ See Letters, under the signatures of Timaeus, &c. in the Morning Post , Pilot, and other papers. 

|| “ Non accuso verba, quasi vasa electa atque pretiosa; sed vinum erroris, quod cum eis nobis propinatur ab ebriis 
doctoribus.”—Lib. 1. Confess, chap. 16. 

IF This emblem of modern bigots was head-butler (rpaTre^oTroiog) to Alexander the Great. Sext. Empir. Pyrrh 
Hypoth. Lib. 1. 



























































































































shall not deign to apologize for the warmth of any political sentiment which may occur 

in the course of these pages. But as there are many, among the more wise and tolerant, 
who, with feeling enough to mourn over the wrongs of their country, and sense enough 
to perceive all the danger of not redressing them, may yet think that allusions m e east 
degree bold or inflammatory should be avoided in a publication of this popular description, 
I beg of these respected persons to believe, that there is no one who deprecates more 
sincerely than I do* any appeal to the passions of an ignorant and angry multitude; but 
that it is not through that gross and inflammable region of society a wor,t of t is na ure 
could ever have been intended to circulate : it looks much higher for its audience and rea¬ 
ders • it is found upon the piano-fortes of the rich and the educated; of those who can 
afford to have their national zeal a little stimulated, without exciting much dread of the 
excesses into which it may hurry them; and of many, whose nerves may be, now and 
then alarmed with advantage, as much more is to be gained by their fears than could ever 


be expected from their justice. 

Haying thus adverted to the principal objection which has been hitherto made to t e 
poetical part of this work, allow me to add a few words in defence of my ingenious 
coadjutor. Sir John Stevenson, who has been accused of having spoiled the simplicity of 
the airs, by the chromatic richness of his symphonies, and the elaborate variety of his 
harmonies. We might cite the example of the admirable Haydn, who has sported through 
all the mazes of musical science in his arrangement of the simplest Scottish melodies; but 
it appears to me that Sir John Stevenson has brought a national feeling to this task, which 
it would be vain to expect from a foreigner, however tasteful or judicious. Thiough 
many of his own compositions we trace a vein of Irish sentiment, which points him out 
as peculiarly suited to catch the spirit of his country’s music; and, far from agreeing with 
those critics who think that his symphonies have nothing kindred with the airs which 
they introduce, I would say, that, in general, they resemble those illuminated initials of 
old manuscripts, which are of the same character with the writing which follows, though 

more highly coloured and more curiously ornamented. 

In those airs which are arranged for voices his skill has particularly distinguished itself; 
and though it cannot be denied that a single melody most naturally expresses the language 
of Feeling and Passion, yet, often, when a favourite strain has been dismissed, as having 
lost its charm of novelty for the ear, it returns, in a harmonized shape, with new claims 
upon our interest and attention; and, to those who study the delicate artifices of com¬ 
position, the construction of the inner parts of these pieces must afford, I think, considera¬ 
ble satisfaction. Every voice has an air to itself—a flowing succession of notes, which 
might be heard with pleasure, independent of the rest; so artfully has the harmonist (if I 
may thus express it) gavelled the melody, distributing an equal portion of its sweetness 

to every part. 

If your Ladyship’s love of Music were not known to me, I should not have hazarded so 
long a letter upon the subject: but as, probably, I may have presumed too far upon your 
partiality, the best revenge you can take is to write me just as long a letter upon Painting ; 
and I promise to attend to your theory of the art, with a pleasure only surpassed by that 
which I have so often derived from your practice of it—That the mind, which such talents 
adorn, may continue calm as it is bright, and happy as it is virtuous, is the sincere wish 

Of your Ladyship’s grateful friend and servant. 


THOMAS MOORE. 


Dublin, January, 1810. 


* I am happy to take this opportunity of apologizing for the manner in which I have misrepresented the conduct 
of the Duke of Richmond, in a note upon my poems “ Corruption and Intolerance,”—a fault into which I was led by 
too hastily taking for granted that his Grace, in adopting the party, would adopt also the errors, of his predecessors. 
On the contrary, however, upon the very point which I thoughtlessly selected as a subject of censure, his liberality and 
forbearance have been such as to entitle him to the highest praise; and though, in common with every man who 
really loves his country, I must protest against the principle upon which the present Ministry came into power, 
I am convinced that no one could have wielded the bad weapon intrusted to him with more caution, skill, and gentle¬ 
ness, than the Duke of Richmond; of whom, in these party times, it is no trifling eulogy to say, that he extorts 
the esteem and approbation of those who are most strongly adverse to the principle of his politics.—Should this apology 
appear misplaced or irrelevant, I know I shall at least be forgiven by those who have ever impatiently longed for an 
opportunity of acknowledging a fault and repairing an injustice. 
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ERIN! OH ERIN j 


11 


Air— Thamama Hulla .* 


I. 


/ 


LIKE the bright lamp that lay on Kildare’s holy shrine, 4 !* 
And burn’d through long ages of darkness and storm* 
Is the heart that sorrows have frown’d on in vain, 

Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and warm! 


Erin! oh Erin ! thus bright, thro’ the tears 


Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears! 


II. 


The nations have fallen, and thou still art young; 

Thy sun is but rising, when others are set: 

And, tho’ Slavery’s cloud o’er thy morning hath hung, 
The full noon of Freedom shall beam round thee yet. 
Erin ! oh Erin ! tho’ long in the shade, 

Thy star will shine out, when the proudest shall fade! 


III. 


Unchiird by the rain, and unwak’d by the wind, 


The lily lies sleeping thro’ winter’s cold hour, 


Till the hand of Spring her dark chain unbind, 



And daylight and liberty bless the young flower.^: 

Erin! oh Erin! thy winter is past, 

And the hope, that liv’d through it, shall blossom at last! 


* There are various settings of this air; that which differs most from the set we have adopted will be found at the end 
of this Number. 


f The inextinguishable fire of St. Bridget, at Kildare, which Giraldus mentions :—“ Apud Kildarium occurrit Ignis 
Sanctae Brigidae, quern inextinguibilem vocant; non quod extingui non possit, sed quod tarn solicite moniales et sanctae 


mulieres ignem, suppetente materia, fovent et nutriunt ut a tempore virginis per tot annorum curricula semper mansit 
inextinctus.”— Girald. Camb. de Mirabil. Hibern. Dist. 2, c. 34. 

X Mrs. H. Tighe, in her exquisite Lines on the Lily, has applied this image to a still more important subject. 













































































































DRINK TO HER. 


I 


Air —Heigh ho! my Jackey. 


I. 

DRINK to her, who long 
Hath wak’d the poet's sigh— 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy! 

Oh! woman’s heart was made 
For minstrel-hands alone; 

By other fingers play’d, 

It yields not half the tone. 

Then here’s to her, who long 
Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh— 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy! 

II. 

At Beauty’s door of glass, 

When Wealth and Wit once stood, 
They ask’d her, “ Which might pass ?” 

She answer’d, “ He who could.” 
With golden key Wealth thought 
To pass—but ’twould not do; 

While Wit a diamond brought, 

Which cut his bright way thro’! 
Then here’s to her, who long 
Hath wak’d the poet’s sigh— 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy ! 

III. 

The Love, that seeks a home 

Where wealth or grandeur shines, 

Is like the gloomy gnome, 

That dwells in dark gold mines: 
But, oh ! the poet's love 

Can boast a brighter sphere; 

Its native home's above, 

Tho' woman keeps it here ! 

Then drink to her who long 
Hath wak'd the poet's sigh— 

The girl, who gave to Song 
What gold could never buy ! 
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Fame;He’w" s born for much more,and,in happier hours. His soul might have burn d with a 



holi_er flame.Tie string, that now languishes loose oer thelyre,Mighthaiehent a proud 



bow to the war— riors dart jAnd the lip,which now breathes but the song of desire,Mightha\e 



pour’d the full tide of the patriots heart! 
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OH! BLAME NOT THE BARD* 
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Air —Kitty Tyrrel . 


I. 

OH ! blame not the Bard, if he fly to the bowers 
W here Pleasure lies carelessly smiling at Fame ; 

He was born for much more, and, in happier hours. 

His soul might have burned with a holier flame. 

The string, that now languishes loose o'er the lyre, 

Might have bent a proud bow-f* to the warrior’s dart; 

And the lip, which now breathes but the song of desire, 
Might have pour'd the full tide of the patriot's heart! 

II. 

But, alas for his country! her pride is gone by, 

And that spirit is broken which never would bend : 

O'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh, 

For 'tis treason to love her, and death to defend ! 

Unpriz'd are her sons, till they've learn'd to betray, 
Undistinguish'd they live, if they shame not their sires : 

And the torch, that would light them thro' dignity's way, 
Must be caught from the pile where their country expires! 

III. 

Then blame not the Bard, if, in Pleasure's soft dream, 

He should try to forget what he never can heal: 

Oh! give but a hope—let a vista but gleam 

Thro' the gloom of his country, and mark how he'll feel! 

That instant, his heart at her shrine would lay down 
Ev'ry passion it nurs'd, ev'ry bliss it ador'd ; 

While the myrtle, now idly entwin'd with his crown, 

Like the wreath of Harmodius, should cover his sword.J 

IV. 

But, tho' glory be gone, and tho' hope fade away, 

Thy name, lov'd Erin, shall live in his songs; 

Not ev'n in the hour when his heart is most gay 

Will he lose the remembrance of thee and thy wrongs ! 

mi ** o 

I he stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains; 

The sigh of thy Harp shall be sent o'er the deep. 

Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet thy chains, 

Shall pause at the song of their captive, and weep! 


* We may suppose this apology to have been uttered by one of those wandering Bards, whom Spencer so severely, 
and perhaps truly, describes in his State of Ireland, and whose poems, he tells us, “ were sprinkled with some pretty 
flowers of their natural device, which gave good grace and comeliness unto them, the which it is great pity to see abused 
to the gracing of wickedness and vice, which, with good usage, would serve to adorn and beautify virtue.” 

f It is conjectured by Wormius that the name of Ireland is derived from Yr, the Runic for a bow, in the use of 
which weapon the Irish were once very expert. This derivation is certainly more creditable to us than the following:— 
“ So that Ireland (called the land of Ire, for the constant broils therein for 400 years) was now become the land of 
Concord.”— Lloyd’s State Worthies, Art. The Lord Grandison. 

t See the Hymn, attributed to Alcaeus, Ev puprs kXuSi to £i <pog (jioprjaej — “ I will carry my sword, hidden in myrtles, 
like Harmodius and Aristogiton,” &c. 
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WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON’S LIGHT. 


Air— Oonagh. 

I. 

WHILE gazing on the moon’s light, 

A moment from her smile I turn d. 

To look at orbs, that, more bright, 

In lone and distant glory burn’d: . 

But too far 

Each proud star / 

For me to feel its warming flame ; 

Much more dear 

That mild sphere, 

Which near our planet smiling came ;* 
Thus, Mary dear! be thou my own— 

While brighter eyes unheeded play, 

I’ll love those moonlight looks alone, 

Which bless my home, and guide my way! 

II. 

The day had sunk in dim showers, 

But midnight now, with lustre meek, 
Illumin’d all the pale flowers, 

Like hope, that lights a mourner’s cheek. 

I said, (while 
The moon’s smile 

Play’d o’er a stream, in dimpling bliss) 

“ The moon looks 
“ On many brooks ; 

“ The brook can see no moon but this :”-j~ 
And thus, I thought, our fortunes run, 

For many a lover looks to thee; 

While, oh! I feel there is but one. 

One Mary in the world for me! 


* “ Of such celestial bodies as are visible, the sun excepted, the single moon, as despicable as it is in comparison to 
most of the others, is much more beneficial than they all put together Whiston’s Theory , 

In the Entretiens d’Ariste, among other ingenious emblems, we find a starry sky without a moon, with the words 

Non mille, quod absens. 

f This image was suggested by the following thought, which occurs somewhere in Sir William Jones’s works:— 
«The moon looks upon many night-flowers; the night-flower sees hut one moon.” 
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WHEN DAYLIGHT WAS YET SLEEPING UNDER THE BILLOW. 


X 

Air Kitty of Coleraine ;* or, Paddy's Resource . 

/ 

i. 

WHEN daylight was yet sleeping under the billow, 

And stars in the heavens still lingering shone. 

Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from her pillow, 

r\ 


I he last time she e’er was to press it alone: 

For the youth, whom she treasur’d her heart and her soul in, 
Had promis’d to link the last tie before noon : 


----j 

And, when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen, 
The maiden herself will steal after it soon ! 


II. 


As she look’d in the glass, which a woman ne’er misses. 
Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 

A butterfly, fresh from the night-flower’s kisses, 

Flew over the mirror, and shaded her view. 

Enrag d with the insect for hiding her graces, 

She brush’d him—he fell, alas ! never to rise :— 

46 Ah! such,” said the girl, 6fc is the pride of our faces, 

“ For which the soul’s innocence too often dies!” 

i 

III. 

4 ■ 


YV hile she stole thro’ the garden, where heart’s-ease was growing, 
She cull’d some, and kiss’d oft*its night-fallen dew; 

And a rose, further on, look’d so tempting and glowing, 

That, spite of her haste, she must gather it too: 

But, while o’er the roses too carelessly leaning, 

Her zone flew in two, and the heart’s-ease was lost:— 
u Ah ! this means,” said the girl, (and she sigh’d at its meaning) 
“ That love is scarce worth the repose it will cost!” 


* Having some reason to suspect that “ Kitty of Coleraine ’ is but a modern English imitation of our style, I have 
thought it right to give an authentic Irish air to the same words, without, however, omitting the former melody, for which 
the words were originally written, and to which, I believe, they are best adapted. 
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BEFORE THE BATTLE. 


BY THE HOPE WITHIN US SPRINGING. 


Air —The Fairy Queen* 

I. 

BY the hope within us springing, 

Herald of to-morrow s strife 
By that sun, whose light is bringing 
Chains or freedom, death or life 
Oh! remember, life can be 
No charm for him, who lives not free! 

Like the day-star in the wave, 

Sinks a hero to his grave, 

'Midst the dew-fall of a nation’s tears ! 

Blessed is he, o'er whose decline 
The smiles of Home may soothing shine, 
And light him down the steep of years : 

But, oh! how grand they sink to rest, 
Who close their eyes on Victory’s breast! 

II. 

O’er his watch-fire’s fading embers 

Now the foe-man’s cheek turns white, 

While his heart that field remembers, 

Where we dimm’d his glory’s light! 

Never let him bind again 
A chain like that we broke from then! 

Hark! the horn of combat calls!— 

Oh! before the evening falls, 

May we pledge that horn in triumph round If 
Many a heart, that now beats high, 

In slumber cold at night shall lie, 

Nor waken ev’n at Victory’s sound : 

But, oh ! how blest that hero’s sleep, 

O’er whom a wondering world shall weep! 


* In order to bring this fine air of Carolan within the compass of the voice, it was necessaiy to raise some parts of 
it an octave higher than they are in the original setting, and to convert into a symphony the wild characteristic passage, 
which, more than once, hreats so boldly across the course of the Melody. The merit of this arrangement, as well as the 
responsibility, rests entirely with Sir John Stevenson. He gave me the air in its present harmonized form; and 
found it rather a difficult task to follow, with words of any tolerable meaning, those abrupt varieties oi expression with 
which it abounds. The Melody, in its original form, may be seen at the end of this Number. 

-j- “ The Irish Coma was not entirely devoted to martial purposes. In the heroic ages our ancestors quaffed Mea 

out of them, as the Danish hunters do their beverage to this day.’ Walker. 
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NIGHT CLOS'D AROUND THE CONQUEROR’S WAY. 


Air —Thy Fair Bosom. 

I. 

NIGHT clos’d around the conqueror's way, 
And lightning shew’d the distant hill, 
Where those, who lost that dreadful day, 
Stood few and faint, but fearless still! 
The soldier’s hope, the patriot’s zeal, 

For ever dimm’d, for ever crost— 

Oh! who shall say what heroes feel, 

When all but life and honour’s lost? 


II. 

•s 

The last sad hour of Freedom’s dream. 

And Valour’s task mov’d slowly by, 

While mute they watch’d, till morning’s beam 
Should rise, and give them light to die!— 
There is a world, where souls are free, 
Where tyrants taint not Nature’s bliss : 

If death that world’s bright opening be, 

Oh! who would live a slave in this? 
































































































































































32 OH! TIS SWEET TO THINK. 


Air— Tfuuly, you Gander. 

I. 

OH! ’tis sweet to think that, where’er we rove. 

We are sure to find something blissful and dear; 

And that, when we’re far from the lips we love, 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near!* 

The heart, like a tendril, accustom’d to cling, 

Let it grow wdiere it will, cannot flourish alone, 

But will lean to the nearest and loveliest thing 
It can twine with itself, and make closely its wn. 

Then, oh! what pleasure, where’er we rove, 

To be doom’d to find something, still, that is dear; 

And to know, when far from the lips we love. 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near! 

II. 

» 

’Twere a shame, when flowers around us rise. 

To make light of the rest if the rose is not there ; 

And the world’s so rich in resplendent eyes, 

’Twere a pity to limit one’s love to a pair. 

Love’s wing and the peacock’s are nearly alike ; 

They are both of them bright, but they’re changeable too: 

And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike, 

It will tincture Love’s plume with a different hue ! 

Then, oh! what pleasure, where’er we rove, 

To be doom’d to find something, still, that is dear; 

And to know, when far from the lips we love, 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near! 


* I believe it is Marmontel who says: “ Quand on na pas ce que Von aime , il faut aimer ce que Von a .”—There are 
so many matter-of-fact people, who take such jenx d'esprit as this defence of inconstancy to he the actual and genuine 
sentiments of him who writes them, that they compel one, in self-defence, to he as matter-of-fact as themselves, and to 
remind them that Democritus was not the worse physiologist for having playfully contended that snow was black, nor 
Erasmus in any degree the less wise for having written an ingenious encomium of folly. 
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Through grief and through danger thy smile hath cheer’d my way. Till 
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THE IRISH PEASANT ’TO HIS MISTRESS. 41 




THRO" grief and through danger thy smile hath cheer’d my way, 
Till hope seem’d to bud from each thorn that round me lay ; 

The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love burn’d, 

Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was turn’d: 

Oh! slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free, 

/ 

And bless’d e’en the sorrows that made me more dear to thee. 

II. 

Thy rival was honour’d, while thou wert wrong’d and scorn’d; 
Thy crown was of briers, while gold her brows adorn’d : 

She woo’d me to temples, while thou lay’st hid in caves ; 

t 

Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas! were slaves ; 

Yet cold in the earth at thy feet I would rather be 
Than wed what I lov’d not, or turn one thought from thee. 


THRO’ GRIEF AND THRO’ DANGER. 


Air—/ once had a True-Love , 


I. 


III. 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frail— 

Hadst thou been a false one, thy cheek had look’d less pale! 
They say too, so long thou hast worn those ling’ring chains ! 
That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile stains; 
Oh! do not believe them—no chain could that soul subdue ; 
Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shineth too !* 


A 


* “Where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is liberty.” —St. Paul, 2 Corinthians, iii. 17. 
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ON MUSIC, 


WHEN THROUGH LIFE UNBLEST WE ROVE, 


Am—Banks of Banna. 

I. 

WHEN through life unblest we rove, 

Losing all that made life dear, 

Should some notes, we us’d to love 
In days of boyhood, meet our ear; 

Oh ! how welcome breathes the strain, 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept— 

Kindling former smiles again 

In faded eyes, that long have wept! 

II. 

Like the gale, that sighs along 
Beds of oriental flow’rs, 

Is the grateful breath of Song, 

That once was heard in happier hours. 

Fill’d with balm, the gale sighs on, 

Though the flowers have sunk in death : 

So, when Pleasure’s dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music’s breath! 

III. 

Music!—oh ! how faint, how weak 
Language fades before thy spell! 

Why should Feeling ever speak, 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well ? 

Friendship’s balmy words may feign, 

Love’s are ev’n more false than they; 

Oh! ’tis only Music’s strain 

Can sweetly sooth, and not Letray! 
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IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS MOMENT SHED* 



Air — The Sixpence . 


I. 

IT is not the tear, at this moment shed, 

When the cold turf has just been laid o’er him. 

That can tell how belov'd was the soul that's fled, 

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him : 

'Tis the tear thro’ many a long day wept. 

Thro’ a life by his loss all shaded; 

Tis the sad remembrance, fondly kept, 

When all lighter griefs have faded! 

* 

II. 

Oh! thus shall we mourn ; and his memory's light, 

While it shines thro' our hearts, will improve them; 

For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright, 

When we think how he liv’d but to love them! 

... ' . .. • ~ . 

And, as buried saints the grave perfume, 

Where, fadeless, they've long been lying, 

So our hearts shall borrow a sweet’ning bloom 
From the image he left there in dying! 

— - — . ■■■-■■«... - ■■ — --—■— -- ■ ■ ■ - - ■■ — - ■ ■ ■ - — > 

* These lines were occasioned by the loss of a very near and dear relative, who died lately at Madeira. 
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! 


THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP. 


❖ 


’TIS BELIEVED THAT THIS HARP. 


Air— Gage Fane. 

I. 

’TIS believ'd that this Harp, which I wake now for thee. 
Was a Syren, of old, who sung under the sea , 

And who often at eve thro' the bright billow rov’d. 

To meet on the green shore a youth whom she lov’d. 

II. 

But she lov’d him in vain, for he left her to weep, 

And in tears all the night her gold ringlets to steep, 

Till Heav’n look’d with pity on true love so warm, 

And chang’d to this soft Harp the sea-maiden’s form ! 

III. 

Still her bosom rose fair—still her cheek smil’d the same— 
While her sea-beauties gracefully curl’d round the frame ; 
And her hair, shedding tear-drops from all its bright rings, 
Fell over her white arm, to make the gold strings!* 

IV. 

Hence it came that this soft Harp so long hath been known 
To mingle Love’s language with Sorrow’s sad tone, 

Till thou didst divide them, and teach the fond lay 
To be love when I’m near thee, and grief when away! 


* This thought was suggested by an ingenious design, prefixed to an Ode upon St. Cecilia, published some years 
since, by Mr. Hudson, of Dublin. 
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9t<! VERSE. 




Tho the bard to pur.er fame may soar, When wild youth’s past; Tho’ he 
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LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM. 


OH! THE DAYS ARE GONE. 

* 


Air— The Old Woman . 

i 

i. . 

OH! the days are gone, when beauty bright 
My heart’s chain wove ; 

When my dream of life, from morn till night, 
Was love, still love! 

New hope may bloom, 

And days may come, 

Of milder, calmer beam, 

But there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream ! 

Oh! there’s nothing half so sweet in life 
As love’s young dream! 

II. 

Tho’ the bard to purer fame may soar, 

When wild youth’s past; 

Tho’ he win the wise, who frown’d before, 

To smile at last; 

He’ll never meet 
A joy so sweet 
In all his noon of fame. 

As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
His soul-felt flame, 

And, at every close, she blush’d to hear 
The one lov’d name! 

III. 

Oh! that hallow’d form is ne’er forgot, 
Which first love trac’d ; 

Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On memory’s waste! . * . 

’Twas odour fled 
As soon as shed ; 

’Twas morning’s winged dream! 

’Twas a light, that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream ! 

Oh ! ’twas light, that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream! 




















































































































































































































THE PRINCE’S DAY* 

-»- 

THQ’ DARK ARE OUR SORROWS. 



Air— St. Patrick’s Day. 


I. 

THO’ dark are our sorrows, to-day we'll forget them, 

And smile thro’ our tears, like a sun-beam in showers ; 
There never were hearts, if our rulers would let them, 

More form’d to be grateful and blest than ours! 

But, just when the chain 
Has ceas’d to pain, 

And hope has enwreath’d it round with flowers, 

There comes a new link 
Our spirit to sink !— 

Oh! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles, 

Is a flash amid darkness, too brilliant to stay ; 

But tho’ ’twere the last little spark in our souls, 

We must light it up now, on our Princes Day. 

II. 

Contempt on the minion, who calls you disloyal! 

Tho’ fierce to your foe, to your friends you are true; 

And the tribute most high to a head that is royal, 

Is love from a heart, that loves liberty too. 

While cowards, who blight 
Your fame, your right, 

Would shrink from the blaze of the battle array ; 

The standard of green 
In front would be seen.— 

Oh! my life on your faith! were you summon’d this minute, 
You’d cast every bitter remembrance away, 

And shew what the arm of old Erin has in it, 

When rous’d by the foe on her Prince’s Day. 

III. 

He loves the green isle, and his love is recorded 
In hearts, which have suffer’d too much to forget; 
Andhope shall be crown’d, and attachment rewarded. 

And Erin’s gay jubilee shine out yet! 

The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke, 

But nothing can cloud its native ray ; 

Each fragment will cast 
A light to the last, 

And thus, Erin, my country ! tho’ broken thou art, 
There’s a lustre within thee, that ne’er will decay ; 

As pint, that beams thro’ each suffering part, 

And now smiles at their pain, on the Prince’s Day! 


* This Song was written for a Fete in honour of the Prince of Wales’s Birth-Day, given by my friend, Major 
Bryan, last year, (1810) at his seat in the county of Kilkenny. 
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Les_bia wears a robe of gold,But all so close the nymph has lac’d it. 
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Not a charm of beautys mould Presumes to stay where na_ture plac’d it! 
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I SAW THY FORM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME. 


A i r— Domhnall. 


I SAW thy form in youthful prime, 

Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of time, 
And waste its bloom away, Mary ! 
Yet still thy features wore that light 
Which fleets not with the breath; 

And life ne'er look'd more purely bright 
Than in thy smile of death, Mary ! 



As streams, that run o'er golden mines. 
With modest murmur glide, 

Nor seem to know the wealth that shines 
Within their gentle tide, Mary ! 

So, veil'd beneath a simple guise, 

Thy radiant genius shone, 

And that, which charm'd all other eyes, 
Seem'd worthless in thy own, Mary ! 


If souls could always dwell above, 
Thou ne’er hadst left that sphere ; 
Or, could we keep the souls we love, 
We ne'er had lost thee here, Mary ! 
Tho' many a gifted mind we meet, 
Tho' fairest forms we see, 

To live with them is far less sweet 
Than to remember thee, Mary !* 


* I have here made a feeble effort to imitate that exquisite inscription of ShenstoneW' Heu / quanta minus est 
cum reliquis versari quaM tui meminisse P 
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BY THAT LAKE WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE.* 


Air— The Brown Irish Girl. 


I. 


III. 


BY that Lake, whose gloomy shore 
Sky-lark never warbles o’er,-j~ 

Where the cliff hangs high and steep, 
Young St. Kevin stole to sleep. 

“ Here, at least/’ he calmly said, 

“ Woman ne’er shall find my bed,” 
Ah ! the good Saint little knew 
What that wily sex can do. 

II. 


On the bold cliff’s bosom cast, 
Tranquil now he sleeps at last; 
Dreams of heav’n, nor thinks that e’er 
Woman’s smile can haunt him there; 
But nor earth, nor heaven is free 
From her power, if fond she be : 
Even now, while calm he sleeps, 
Kathleen o’er him leans and weeps. 

IY. 


’Twas from Kathleen’s eyes he flew, 
Eyes of most unholy blue! 

She had loved him well and long, 
Wish’d him her’s,nor thought it wrong. 
Wheresoe’er the Saint would fly, 

Still he heard her light foot nigh ; 
East or west, where’er he turned. 
Still her eyes before him burn’d. 


Fearless she had track’d his feet 
To this rocky, wild i*etreat; 

And when morning met his view, 
Her mild glances met it too. 

Ah! your Saints have cruel hearts! 
Sternly from his bed he starts, 

And with rude, repulsive shock, 
Hurls her from the beetling rock. 


Glendalough ! thy gloomy wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen’s grave ; 
Soon the Saint (yet, ah! too late) 
Felt her love, and mourn’d her fate. 
When he said “ Heav’n rest her soul!” 
Round the Lake light music stole ; 
And her ghost was seen to glide, 
Smiling, o’er the fatal tide! 


* This ballad is founded upon one of the many stories related of St. Kevin, whose bed in the rock is to be seen at 
Glendalough, a most gloomy and romantic spot in the County of Wicklow. 

f There are many other curious traditions concerning this lake, which may be found in Giraldus, Coigan, &c. 
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SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. 
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Air —Open the Door. 

i. 


II. 


Every note which he lov’d awaking.— 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking! 



SHE is far from the land, where her young Hero sleeps, 
And lovers are round her sighing; 

But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in his grave is lying ! 


III. 

He had liv’d for his love, for his country he died, 
They were all that to life had entwin’d him,— 
Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried. 
Nor long will his love stay behind him! 


IV. 

Oh! make her a grave, where the sun-beams rest, 

When they promise a glorious morrow; 

They’ll shine o’er her sleep, like a smile from the West, 
From her own lov’d Island of sorrow! 











































































































NAY, TELL ME NOT. 


Air — Dennis, don’t be Threatening. 


I. 

NAY, tell me not, dear! that the goblet drowns 
One charm of feeling, one fond regret; 

Believe me, a few of thy angry frowns 

Are all Eve sunk in its bright wave yet. 

Ne’er hath a beam 
Been lost in the stream, 

That ever was shed from thy form or soul! 
The balm of thy sighs, 

The spell of thine eyes, 

Still float on the surface, and hallow my bowl! 

Then fancy not, dearest! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me; 

Like founts, that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The bowl but brightens my love for thee! 


II. 

They tell us that Love in his fairy bower 
Had two blush-roses, of birth divine; 

He sprinkled the one with a rainbow’s shower, 

But bath’d the other with mantling wine. 
Soon did the buds, 

That drank of the floods 
Distill’d by the rainbow, decline and fade ; 
While those, which the tide 
Of ruby had dy’d, 

All blush’d into beauty like thee, sweet maid! 
Then fancy not, dearest! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart, from me; 
Like founts, that awaken the pilgrim’s zeal, 

The bowl but brightens my love for thee! 
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« 

AVENGING AND BRIGHT, 



AIR. —Crooghan a Venee. * 


T. 

\ 

Avenging and bright fall the swift sword of Erin, 

On him, who the brave sons of Usna betrayed ! 

For ev’ry fond eye he hath waken’d a tear in, 

A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o’er her blade, 

i • . ' • ’ ■ . 

It. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conor’s dark dwelling,f 
When UladVj: three champions lay sleeping in gore— 

By the billows of war which, so often, high swelling, 

Have wafted these heroes to victory’s shore !— 

, in. 

We swear to revenge them !—-no joy shall be tasted. 

The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed. 

Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted. 

Till vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer’s head 1 

IV. 

Yes, monarch! though sweet are our home recollections. 
Though sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall; 
Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes and affections 
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all! 


* The name of this beautiful and truly Irish air is, I am told, properly written Cruachan na Feme, i. e 
the Fenian mount, or mount of the Finnian heroes, those brave followers of Finn Mac Cool, so celebrated in 

the early history of our country. 

The words of this song were suggested by the very ancient Irislh storJ Ddrdn, lament. 

i*. •• «*-. i 

Whatever may be thought of those sanguine claims to antiquity, which Mr^ OTtANAGAN and ^dmrs 

advance for the literature of Ireland, it would be a very lasting reproach upon our nationality, tne uaeiic 
researched^ of this gentleman did not’meet with all the liberal encouragement which they merit. 

t « Oh Naisi 1 view the cloud that I here see in the sky 1 I see over Eman green a chilling cloud of 
blood-tinged red.” Peirdri’s song- 
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WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET. 


AIR. —The Yellow Horse. 


r. 

He.— -What the bee is to the floweret, 

When he looks for honey dew, 
Through the leaves that close embower it, 
That, my love, I’ll be to you ! 

She .—What the bank, with verdure glowing, 
Is to waves that wander near, 
Whispering kisses, while they’re going, 
That I’ll be to you, my dear ! 


ir. 

She. —But, they say, the bee’s a rover, 

That he’ll fly, when sweets are gone; 

And, when once the kiss is over, 

Faithless brooks will wander on! 

He. —Nay, if flowers mil lose their looks, 

If sunny banks mil wear away, 

’Tis but right, that bees and brooks 

Should sip and kiss them, while they may. 
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What the bee is to the floweret,When he looks for ho_ney dew. 




SHE 



What the bank,with verdure glowing. Is to waves .that wan_der near. 



Whisp’ring kisses, 


while they’re going. That 111 be to you,my dear! 
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But,v they say, the bee*s a rover. That he ll fly, when sweets are gone; 




And when once the kiss is o_ver. Faithless brooks will wander on! 
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Nay, if flow rs will lose their looks, If sunny banks mill wear a-way. 
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Tis but right, that bees and brooks Should sip and kiss them, while they may. 
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LOVE AND THE NOVICE , 
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like is thy form to the che_rubs a_bove, It well might deceive such hearts as ours. 
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LOVE AND THE NOVICE. 
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HERE WE DWELL. 


Air— Cean dubh Delish.* 

I. 

\ ' •- 

“ HERE we dwell, in holiest bowers, 

“ Where angels of light o’er our orisons bend ; 

“ Where sighs of devotion and breathings of flowers 
“ To heaven in mingled odour ascend. 

“ Do not disturb our calm, oh Love! 

“ So like is thy form to the cherubs above, 

“ It well might deceive such hearts as ours.” 

II. 

Love stood near the Novice,and listen’d, 

And Love is no novice in taking a hint; 

His laughing blue eyes soon with piety glisten’d ; 
His rosy wing turn’d to heaven’s own tint. 

“ Who would have thought,” the urchin cries, 
“ That Love could so well, so gravely disguise 
“ His wandering wings, and wounding eyes?” 


III. 

Love now warms thee, waking and sleeping, 

Young Novice! to him all thy orisons rise; 

He tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping, 

He brightens the censer’s flame with his sighs! 

Love is the saint enshrin’d in thy breast, 

And angels themselves would admit such a guest, 
If he came to them, cloth’d in Piety’s vest. 


► We have taken the liberty of omitting a part of this Air, which appeared to us to wander ^er unmanageably out 
he compass of the voice. It has been given, however, in its perfect form, at the begmmng of the Thud Number. 





























































110 THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUER’D WITH PLEASURES AND WOES. 


Air —The Bunch of Green Rushes that grew at the Brim. 

I. 

THIS life is all chequer’d with pleasures and woes, 

That chase one another like waves of the deep, 

Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flows, 

Reflecting our eyes, as they sparkle or weep. 

So closely our whims on our miseries tread, 

That the laugh is awak’d, ere the tear can be dried ; 

And as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed, 

The goose-plumage of Folly can turn it aside. 

But pledge me the cup—if existence would cloy, 

With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise, 

Be ours the light grief, that is sister to joy, 

And the short brilliant folly, that flashes and dies! 

II. 

When Hylas was sent with his urn to the fount, 

Thro’ fields full of sun-shine, with heart full of play. 

Light rambled the boy over meadow and mount, 

And neglected his task for the flowers on the way.* 

Thus some who, like me, should have drawn and have tasted 
The fountain, that runs by philosophy’s shrine. 

Their time with the flowers on the margin have wasted, 
And left their light urns all as empty as mine! 

But pledge me the goblet—while Idleness weaves 
Her flowerets together, if Wisdom can see 
One bright drop or two, that has fall’n on the leaves 
From her fountain divine, ’tis sufficient for me! 



* Proposito florem prsetulit officio.— Propert. Lib . I. Eleg . 20. 
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